A   BRASS   HAT   IX   NO   MAN'S   LAND
aided by none other than our own gunners, and
carried out with dash. The little men will do it!
They can get their hill! Their tails can be up, never
to come down. That is why I want the mound.
I talk to them all and let them into the spoof-secret.
There is nothing like a good family secret, in war:
it makes the family. They get their hill with prac-
tically no loss, and the ngth (Welch) Brigade is
made for ever. The old French general is delighted,
and telegraphs: '* Bravo! Monsieur le General ne
manger a pas son chapeau, mais il m* excusera?'
My day comes, St. Patrick's Day; for Irish soldiers
are allowed to wear the shamrock in memory of
Irish heroism in South Africa. There they bought
'the gesture5 with their blood, for which Irish
soldiers had gone to the cells for years! I am not
alone, as I have Starrett and McKinstry with me and
the Rifle cap badge and orange tabs, to show the
way, and act as the torch. The spirit of George
Gaffikin has entered into the souls of misjudged
Welshmen - we - Starrett, McKinstry and I are here,
earthly representatives of the departed gth Rifles.
On St. Patrick's Day, although the weather is
still vile, as the rain has turned the ground into mud
again, the South Wales Borderers entef the German
lines by force, and, having thrown some bombs,
report the position only lightly held, Two days
later the enemy is in ordered retreat,
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